and there whisper little stories into Herr Petermann's
long ears.
But as for Herr Professor Kobellin—he was just
horrid. He had white hair, through which a red skin
shone, and a green beard, which he would catch up
between his teeth and chew—a horrid sight One
eye was always shut which gave him a cunning ex-
pression, but was really due to the fact that he had
spent his life peering through microscopes and mag-
nifying glasses. Well, even if this innocent explana-
tion, which originated from Herr Fabian, were correct,
there still remained the horrid fact that the Professor's
fingers were crooked, and that they shook violently and
without ceasing, so that he was not able to grasp or sho\7
anything, but was only able to touch or knock with this
distorted crumpled-up ckw in a manner at once helpless
and commanding. It may have been that this affliction
explained why the Professor always looked so indescrib-
ably dirty. Frau Fabian gave him a freshly laundered
overall every morning, but by the afternoon everything
that had been within reach of the Professor was smeared
all over it, and since among all the various substances
blood was not the least, it was no small wonder that the
Professor haunted Tintin's dreams as a dreadful, blood-
thirsty monster.
But Uncle Mitsuro was different. Uncle Mitsuro's
chief province was the room in the basement, the only
room in this house that Tintin was never allowed to look
into, not even through a crack in the door. ** Why not ? "
he had asked Herr Fabian. ** Because your mother does
not wish it. Because the animal experiments are carried
out there/* Herr Fabian announced, and with this in-
comprehensible reply one had to be content. Tintin
always associated this room in a dark and mysterious way
with the dead mice and guinea-pigs, but his imagination
232

